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lidn't seer to care in the least. The leg that 
attached to the foot didn't seem to care in 


||)||| tng.orange soda the couldn't), He loved 


Will and picked it up. 
|| Kel held the small 

l ‘stared at it. “Orange 

ingly as he turned 
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und to look at‘it from all angled. He sniffed it 

idn't smell like orange soda, 

The dog sniffed him back. He didn't smell lke 
hydrant. 


furry dog in his grasp and ‘Then the thing in his hands barked, That 
Soda?” he asked question- dliiched it: It was definitely nt orange asda 
the small furry creature With a self-satisfied smile etched across his 
“ 


WENAN & REL 


ange soda." 


‘A row of street lamps burned through the 
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Pheodore Knutson was very proud of what he 
a living. It was a job that hid father had 


its, some were rocket scientists or brain 
fgeons. Theodore Knutson was an orange 


be {risky enough to tickle his nose as hé drank 
but not so bubbly that he ran the risk of having 
hhis stomach explode later on in the day. 

The third and last thing that Theodore 
‘checked for was color. It had to be just the right 


7 
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shade of orange. Not too apple red, not too lard’ 


jht orange door. And with a loud, guttural, 
nstrous roar, he exclaimed, “Orange soda!” 
e 


that you turned my best 
strong monster that 


hat were you thinking?” 
Ws paced back and forth across the dingy tile 


| 
‘orange soda. 
Fran-Kel-Stein stepped up to the front door 
‘of the Knutsons’ bright orange abode. He 
|| looked up at the banner that flew above the 
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look at him and shake their heads and mumble 
“What's wrong with that boy?” under their 


him. 
‘Crushed bottles and crumpled bottles and 


as 


ens. 
|» The crowd leapt back as one, suddenly fright! — 


ened by the raging monster before them. It 
charged. Women and children dove out of the 


| ‘way as the fiendish terror that was Kel stormed 


by them, shoving his way through the masses of 


je until he emerged on the other side. He 
ped, The crowd lay hushed in terible terror- 
silence. 


*Darn,” Theodore uttered from the back of 
ferowd as the phantom figure faded away 
p the distance. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


ae 


wrinkled old 
eyes stared off into the distance. “He stole my 
orange soda!” 


Hi Super eyes squinted up tightly 
d the darkness ah ae 


_ Fran-Kel-Stein's whole hideously scarred 
Hy began to tingle with that special sort of ex- 


ressed-sounding grunt. After all, if there was 
thing better than a bottle of orarkge soda, it 
1a twenty-story bottle of orange soda. And It 


all his. 
He grabbed the fence and, almost without ef- 


{ripped an entire section out of the 
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its are Coo! 
ther thought quickly leapt In to 
throng of thoughts that was) 


crackled to life. 
Chopper one! Chopper one! This is Base.” 
{voice was laced with static, but it seemed to 


: @ Uh...1 thought your name was 
aliens) (gnan," he said curiously into the microphone 
4, lnghed to his helmet. The headset microphone 

jue him look a lot like an employee at a fast: 
d drive-through, except for the fact that the 
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pilot was less likely to end his sentences wt 


“Would you like fries with that?” 
“My name ts Kenan" Kenan's volce craclal 
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ne in the sky. Doofus led the 
_ angen 


Stein swung his arms jaround his 


{wns in danger. It was either something in the 


tion. 
} “The three metal whirlybirds slid into a 
a 


cll limek of his mind or the fact that alien spaceships 


r future. 

! the microphone and yanked it to 

Bore Don't knock him off. You'll hurt him, 
knock him off of the bulld- 


through 
py that.” 
Ke ‘dutched the microphone tighter in his 


‘ ‘a! Kal is climbing the botle bulling!” 
i burst into the room, tripped over his own 
\ ‘crashed right into the little wooden 
that the 
un's eyes went 


